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PREFACE. 



Some of the following poems have already 
appeared in periodicals, under the nom de plume of 
" Leila," and now, at the solicitation of many of 
my friends, I again venture to submit them to the 
public in a collective form, trusting that the verses 
written during my leisure hours will be as kindly 
received as heretofore. 

GEORGIANA M. A. BAKER. 
Writtle, October, 1869. 
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^'ONWARD, CHRISTIAN l" 

ONWARD, Christian ! onward ! 
Far from this world of ours 
Angels wait to crown thee 

With wreaths of lasting flowers. 

When the toil of life is over, 
And death for once shall come. 

Twill only be to take thee 

To thy bright and glorious home. 

Thy loved ones, gone before thee. 

Are watching for thee there, 

With a thousand welcomes ready 

To greet thee, free from care. 
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Onward, Christian ! omvard ! 

Think not to strive in vain — 
A prize beyond all worldly wealth 

Thou raay'st by faith obtain. 

Think of the crown of glory, 
The home of light and love, 

The sacred peace and holy joy 
God tells us reign above ! 






TRUTH. 

CHRISTIAN warrior, wave thy banner ! 
"Truth," a blest device, will shine 
Brightly 'mid life's cares and pleasures, 
With a radiancy divine. 

Friendship hails it as a treasure 
Gleaming from a dear one's hand, 

Faithful pledge that each assurance 
Firm and true will ever stand. 



Love, too, sees this favored banner — 
Confidence and joy it bears. 

Calm content and sweet reliance. 

Soothing doubts, and fears, and cares. 
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Truth — 2l guide with 'all the gracious 
Attributes of Godhead rife, 

Given to prevent our footsteps 
Tottering on the path of life. 



Truth — the first of Cliristian virtues- 
Let it not neglected be ; 

In this armor meet the tempter — 
Thus resisted he will flee. 
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THE PALACE OF IMAGINATION. 

IMAGINATION'S mystic hand 
Built me a palace fair, 
And furnished it with costly things — 
Riches abounded there. 

Its sculptured courts and galleries, 

Its paintings fine and old, 
Its softly-tinted frescoes rare — 

All, all of genius told. 

Imagination's fairy wand 

Peopled this dwelling grand 
With varied forms of interest — 

Happy the chosen band. 

On science-wonders pondering, 

A mentor, grave and sage, 
With careful earnestness reviews 

Many a written page. 
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Wisdom lends a lamp of brightness, 
And whispers that " a shower 

Of progress e'er will follow those 
Who strive to know her power." 

A studio next presents itself — 

A youthful artist there 
Is working at a new design 

With interest and care ; 

Art — ^fairy goddess — smiling by, 
Suggests each tint required ; 

The youth, by yielding to her aid, 
Has praise and fame acquired 

Into another room we'll peep : 

Romance is busy here, 
Weaving bright scenes of chivalry 

And deeds of love and fear ; 

While Poesy, her favorite friend, 

Is sitting calmly by. 
Threading the mazy labyrinths 

Of thought in ecstasy : 
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Her spirit flies far, far away, 

Tis home on airy wings, 
Until it rests in some bright zone 

Of pure and lovely things. 



Imagination gilds them all, 
Enraptured praise her theme, 

Until Reality appears 
And ends the poet-dream. 

Once more, a crystal house of flowers 

Enchants like fairy scene, 
As the fair goddess of the spring 

Is reigning Floral Queen, 

Impressing with her mystic wand 
Each floweret blooming there 

With emblems lasting, pure, and bright, 
To make them yet more fair. 

A genius loci wanders still 

Within the palace home — 
Imagination's influence 

Bids Fancy free to roam. 
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Much happiness is known therein. 
As the si»'eet mystic glow 

Of inspiration gently bids 
All holy thoughts to flow. 

Its soothing and absorbing power 
Will soften care, and lend 

To earthly joys a joying 
Whicji must last to the end. 

Check not a talent, however small. 
Improve each here below ; 

Spare moments, gathered carefully, 
Good stewardship will show. 





SYMPATHY. 



OH I sympathy, the heart's loadstone, 
Oh! mute magnetic power — 
Uniting kindred souls in love 
In sorrow's trying hour; 

Lending to joy a tender charm. 

To friendship still more dear : 
Sweet influence, shedding holy light 

Earth's travellers to cheer. 

An act, a word of sympathy 

Can never be effaced, 
But on fair memory's tablets 

Will e'er be fondly traced. 

And happy moments live again. 

As shared in sunny hours 

With kindred ones through life's young dream, 

When culling youth's sweet flowers. 

C 



1 8 Pert- Rambles. 

Tho' gathered now, their fragrance still 
May steal o'er passing years, 

And yield kind thoughts and sympathy 
For others' hopes and fears. 

Prize dearly, then, the gentle power 
Which bids each impulse kind 

To travel on from heart to heart, 
Endearing mind to mind ; 

Kindling brightly genial thoughts, 
Which with true lustre shine, 

Oh ! pure and tender sympathy 
E'er round our friendships twine ! 

But still it needs an answering tone 

To make a soul rejoice : 
A cold repulse or breath of scorn 

Will check its magic voice. 

Then let us feel earth's changing scenes 

Need holy sympathy 
To gild more brightly hours of joy 

And cheer adversity. 




RAYLEIGH CHURCH. 

OH ! fine old temple, ancient and grand, 
With thy turreted tower-like walls, 
O'ermantled with ivy, ever green, 
Entwined in its graceful falls. 

And nestling there in thy leafy tower 

The hand of time moves on. 
Reminding all in the vale below 

Of the hours that are going and gone. 

Resting of old *neath thy chancel floor 

Lies many a noble head, 
And the well-kept path and the green mounds mark 

A care of the quiet dead. 

Thy chimes have sounded the old year's knell. 

And told that an angel hand 

Has opened the gates of another year 

That lead to an unknown land. 

C 2 
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And feelings of holy, heart-felt joy 

Well up as thy Sabbath bells 
Send forth their call to the house of prayer, 

And the sound through the village swells. 

And long may their accents send around . 

A benison to all, 
As in days of old thy wild chant rung 

Through the ruin'd castle wall. 






RESIGNATION. 

A MERRY, bright-eyed maiden fair 
Gazes with fond delight 
Upon a portrait set in gold, 
Adorned with diamonds bright. 

It breathes to her a wealth of joy — 

The semblance of that face 
Recalls again a sweet love-dream 

Which time can ne'er efface. 



The diamonds, like bright stars of hope, 

Shine, sparkle merrily, 
As if no breath of care or pain 

Could dim their brilliancy. 
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The future looks a sunny path, 
With flowers strewn o*er its way ; 

No thorns are seen, no shadows fall, 
And all seems bright and gay. 

But time wears on — the scene is changed ; 

Fair girl, a chastening power 
Has scattered all thy hopeful dream. 

And smitten each fair flower. 

And many loved ones, too, are gone, 
Their forms have passed away ; 

Sad that our earthly treasures are 
So fleeting in their stay ! 

Yet murmur not, though dark, and chill, 
And sorrowing times may be, 

Each, sanctified by prayerful thought, 
Will comfort bring to thee. 

All crosses are in mercy sent, 

All blessings kindly given 
To lead and cheer us on our way 

And guide our steps to heaven. 
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In all things ever be resigned ; 

Know a protecting Power 
Will watch, and guard, and shelter thee 

Through every chequered hour. 

The same kind Hand will lead thee on 

To reign with spirits blest, 
Where all the disunited ones 

Will find eternal rest. 





NIGHT. 

A SUNSET bright and rosy 
Has ended another day, 
The clouds of golden beauty 
Have softly melted away ; 

And o*er the earth grey twilight spreads, 
From its folds come shadows deep, 

And the host of starry sentinels 
Their silent watches keep. 



And now a soothing silver ball, 
Midst rocky clouds of white, 

Sails slowly on and chases far 
The darkness of the night 



Night, 

The arch above and the earth below 

Are lit by an unseen hand, 
And angels guide, from their starry homes, 

The strangers through the land, 

While guardian spirits hover round. 
And point to the nightless shore. 

Where day dies not, and the paths of bliss 
Are bright for evermore. 





THE HERMIT. 

SNOW-TIPPED mountain, ice-bound river, 
Snow-clad forest, vale, and hill ; 
Crystals sparkle in the sunlight. 
Yet all things look cold and chill. 

But 'tis night, and while the north wind 
Breathes its cold and frosty sighs, 

In yon mansion, brightly lighted. 
Friendship has formed warmer ties. 

Great rejoicing, merry moments. 
Glowing hearts, and beauties fair ; 

Music, dancing, mirth, and gladness 
Cheer the^guests assembled there. 



The son and heir of Fitzroy Hall, 
Hero of the festive throng. 

Attains this night majority — 

Will his reign be blest and long ? 
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The fair young girl now by his side 
Has pledged to him her maiden vow — 

Would that time could give to each 
Moments ever bright as now ! 

Sweet spring comes arrayed in gladness, 
Sunshine smiles on flower and tree ; 

But a cloud of heavy sorrow 
Is in store, Fitzroy, for thee. 

Even now the bell is tolling, 

Sad and mournful is its tone, 
Telling the oft touching story — 

Some bereaved one feels alone. 

Yes, Fitzroy, thy chosen fair one 
From this world has passed away. 

Gathered to a home of brightness. 
There she'll welcome thee one day. 

Sorrow, care, and heartfelt sadness , 
Marks that young and handsome brow, 

Anchoritic tastes and feelings 
Take the place of honors now. 



28 Pen- Rambles. 

Yielding lands, estates to others, 
Far from worldly toil and strife*, 

In a calm sequestered dwelling 
Fitzroy leads a Hermit life. 

Not a useless, dull existence. 
Cynic like, without an aim, 

For his works of holy teaching 

Won for him bright wreaths of fame. 

Earthly laurels gave him pleasure, 

Thankful joy, humility : 
He laid all at his Master's feet — 

Tokens of subserviency. 

Years roll on, and still fond memory 
Looks far back into the past ; 

Happy hours and hopes all scattered 
Have brought peace and joy at last. 

Fitzroy,^now an aged Mentor, 
Soon a bright reward will gain ; 

For a life of prayerful labor 
Never yet was spent in vain. 




MUSIC. 

MUSIC ! soul-inspiring spirit, 
Sacred, martial, or sublime, 
All thy notes will find heart-echoes 
Mingling with the scenes of time. 

As the battle-line is fomiing. 
Patriot soldiers, onward go. 

When the trumpet's stirring summons 
Sounds the charge upon the foe. 



Softly falls the plaintive cadence — 
Dew upon a sorrowing heart — 

Soothing with the hallowed feeling 
That its gentle tones impart. 

Spirit-stirring, soul-entrancing, 
The rich sound of voices clear 

Of thy sweet and gifted children 
Falling on the ravished ear. 
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She looked. Alas ! they, one by one, 
Had dropped unbidden from her hand. 

A gentle voice then softly said, 
" Think often of the better land ; 

" Think of thy soul's high destiny, 
Its toiling, training time is now : 

All thoughtful, prayerful moments here 
Will form a wreath to deck thy brow. 

" Present days are to be treasured — 
Each one is in mercy given. 

m 

Again, I say, mark well their course. 
As all pass on and lead to heaven." 





THE SEA. 

RESTLESS, restless, beautiful ocean ! 
Bold and varied, glassy and free. 
Sparkling, dancing ever so merrily, 
Well may we love thee, beautiful sea ! 

Trace me thy beauties at morning tide, 
When the sun is shining on high, 

Casting a golden and brilliant light 
From its home in the eastern sky. 

Again, at night, when all else is still. 
The bright silvery moonbeams stray. 

Adding their tints to thy dark blue waves 
As they sparkle, ripple, and play ; 

The friendly light then shines out afar 
A signal where danger may be — 

The sailors' guide in their nightly watch 
As thev traverse thee, broad blue sea ! 
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How glowing must be thy coral caves, 
Ever lovely thy pearly cells, 
Surrounded by spa and precious stones 
And a wealth of rocky dells ! 

The " phosphoric light," on some coasts seen. 
Brightly shines the darker the night — 
As if a party of glow-worms met 
On thy bosom in revel bright. 

Like, lovely ocean, thy rising tide. 

As it rolls to the shore, may we 

E'er seek the land where no sorrow reigns, 

Far away beyond earth and sea ! 

And then may our poor frail bark lie moored, 
AVhen life's waves shall have ceased to roll. 
In the stormless haven promised all 
AVho love God with heart and soul ! 
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THE FIRST FROST. 

THE gay parterre of lovely flowers 
Was blooming yestere'en, 
All rich with beauty and perfume 
Amidst its leaves of green. 

A few short hours, and each sweet flower 

Lies blighted on its stem ; 
No toil, no sunny ray can e'er 

Restore one faded gem. 

The sun went down, the chilly air 

Grew colder hour by hour, 
And hoary-headed Frost stole out 

To smite the lovely flower. 

* And prostrate lie beneath his breath 
The fragile and the fair — 
Things nursed by summer's warmest smile, 
And watched with gentle care. 
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But still untouch'd, these hardy plants 
In all their freshness swell. 

Though heavier on their humble heads 
His icy fingers felL 

Thus oft amid the storms of life 
Mere sho\iy pride will pine. 

While Christian hope still rears its head 
In holiness divine. 




MORNING. 

NATURE is calmly sleeping, 
Just before break of day, 
Then tiny songsters warble 
As night shades melt away. 

Each dew-clad floweret revels 

In rays of rosy light, 
And when the east is radiant 

They sparkle with delight. 



The ocean, too, rejoices, 

Its waves are munn'ring low, 

Bounding in sportive gladness. 
They dance, and ebb, and flow. 
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Eloquently, silently, 

Bright things of creation 
Send forth their joyful praises 

Of cheerful adoration. 

Waiting soul, raise thus thy thoughts 
With watchfulness and prayer ; 

Daily trust thy hopes and fears 
To a kind Father's care. 





EVENING. 

WELCOME, sweet Evening ! day has 
departed, 
The nightingale tunes his lay, 
The shadows are falling on all around, 
And the sun is far away. 

Surrounded or wrapped by fleecy clouds. 

The crescent is sailing on high. 
Casting a soft and silver light 

On the earth from the clear blue sky. 

And, one by one, tiny gem-like lamps 

Are hung o*er the arch afar. 
Where they shine like jewels of costly worth — 

The brightest the Evening star. 
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And now, sweet Evening, sister Night 
0*er the earth with her dark wing flies, 

Bringing balmy rest to the troubled soul 
And sleep to the weary eyes. 

Thus, day by day, as the sunset hues 
Are spread o'er the gorgeous west, 

We turn with a glad and a hopeful step 
To Evening's hearth of rest 




ANGEL VISITS. 

ANGELS, from their starry homes, 
Visit still this world of ours, 
Coming from the shining strand, 
Bringing with them virtue's flowers. 

These sweet blossoms, nursed with care, 
Here will bloom all pure and bright ! 

Peace, Love, Truth, Content their names- 
Cherish them with fond delight. 

With neglect each plant will fade, 
Droop, and die beyond recall — 

Watch and guard these tender flowers, 
Know their worth before they falL 

List ! oh, list ! for angel voices ; 

They will come our souls to bless — 
Give sweet hope and holy comfort 

'Midst our sorrow and distress. 
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And when tones of earthly joying 
Light life's path with sunny ray, 

Ev'ry sound of true rejoicing 
Brightly echoes far away. 

Yea, a good Almighty Friend 

Showers bright moments here below ; 

Let us, then, at all times feel 

That from Him our blessings flow. 

Sorrowing moments may be sent us, 
Prompted by unerring love ; 

But trust on still and do not murmur — 
Chequered scenes His goodness prove. 

Time, yes ! time is flying onward — 
Years, weeks, days all pass away. 

Wave thy banner — duty calls thee ! 
Work and serve in this " thy day ! " 





SOLITUDE. 

OH ! Solitude, fair home of thought, 
What gems thy temples hold, 
When fancies, free and undisturbed. 
Their dazzling wings unfold ! 

Amid thy mazy wanderings 
Sweet ideals, bright and fair, 

With mystic influence, strange and bold. 
Yield treasures choice and rare. 

Thy silent moments, Solitude, 

Bring to the soul reflection. 
Wherein all prayerful hopes and fears 

Seek guidance and protection. 
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Stern qin;stionings — awakenings — 

That rise for contemplation, 
Then lift the worn and troubled soul 

To prayer and adoratioa 

Thoughts, cheering thoughts, of peace and rest, 

A shield from passions rude. 
The spirit finds within thy cells, 

Oh, holy Solitude I 




A DREAM. 

I DREAMT I was a child again, 
And sported 'mid bright flowers 
That grew around the dear old hall 
Where passed youth's sunny hours. 

The loving smiles that welcomed me 

As I came in from play 
Beam'd brightly, as in days of yore — 

How warm and true were they ! 

Merry, joyous, happy childhood, 
To my soul came back once more ; 

Then arose a cloud of darkness, 
Shading all so bright before. 

Through the gloom I wandered softly, 

Fearing, hoping, trusting still, 

When at my feet a jewelled cross 

At once arous'd my slumb'ring will. 

P 
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Ah ! Chess resembles oftentimes 

Life-scenes of good and ill ; 
We, warriors and actors all, 

Have duty-posts to fill. 

Sometimes the course is smooth and clear, 

The prospect fair and bright ; 
Then losses come, and adverse times 

Bring secret foes to light ; 

And unseen snares are boldly laid 

True loyalty to test. 
Fall nobly, if the cause be just. 

And " Never mind the rest !** 

Know these defeats are stepping-stones 

To ultimate success ; 
Take perseverance for a guide, 

Thy future hopes to bless. 

And bravely through all conflicts pass 

With firm determined will ; 
Be patient, true, and, come \^at may, 

Each duty-course ftilfil 




LIFE'S STAGES. 

AT first a tiny, precious treasure 
Bringing care and heartfelt joy, 
Anxious watchings, tender soothings, 
Love too pure to feel alloy. 

Then, year by year, our infant days 
Pass by, and sunny childhood dawns ; 

How precious is each fond caress ! 
All roses then without their thorns. 

Time still wears on, and manhood comes 
With all its many hopes and fears ; 

The flowers we've gathered on our way 
Have sometimes been besprent with tears. 

Life's varying scenes have traces left — 
They each in memory's halls resound 

Like distant music, sweetly played, 
When each tone has an echo found. 
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Then age advances lovingly, 

And earthly pleasures grow less dear, 
Our fondest ties, so closely bound, 

Are severed for a short time here ; 

But only to be re-united 

Within a home now far away. 

And where the fully ripened soul 
Will ever with its loved ones stay. 





ANTIPATHY. 

ANTIPATHIES are wisely given 
To mortals here below ; 
As danger signals they appear 
To guard against a foe. 

Antipathy must play its part 

As well as sympathy ; 
Yield ever to these monitors — 

Give each free liberty. 

And check not " Nature^s inner voice ;" 

Let reason guide how far 
Antagonistic feelings may 

Our happy moments mar. 

But temper all repellent thoughts 

With charity benign ; 
And, yielding thus to sympathy, 

True friendship shall be thine. 



SPRING, SUMMER, AND AUTUMN 

FLOWERS. 



SPRING flowers, fragile, fair, and fleeting, 
Emblems bright of childhood's day ; 
Innocent the joy and flowerets — 

Then they quickly pass away. 
Summer comes in varied splendor. 

And its flowers make youth's parterre 
Sparkle with sunshine and gladness — 
Then unknown the breath of care. 



But in turn each fairy blossom 

Oft is steeped in drops of dew ; 
These, like tears, are sent to nourish — 

Souls, as plants, need just a few. 
Time wears on, and autumn shades 

Gather fast when sunlmer's gone ; 
Age and golden leaves are falling 

Where youth's joy and flowerets shone. 




Flowers, 73 

But, though Hearing hoary winter, 

Some stray blossoms still remain ; 
Hope of an eternal spring-time 

Makes the heart grow young again. 
Childhood, youth, and age are fleeting — 

Time stamps all these with decay ; 
But a bright and lasting future 

Waits us when we pass away. 
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The Fairy Meeting. 75 

E'er comforting the sorrowing soul — 
Her path was strewn with flowers ; 

And when at eve her work was done 
She schemed for future hours. 



As time passed on content became 
?^' The fairy's constant guest ; 

She found in giving others joy 
That she herself was blest. 

One sunny mom a voice she heard, 
Not far from her quiet retreat, 

And looking, beheld a water-sprite 
On a wave beneath her feet. 

" Fairy ! come away with me 
O'er the bright and deep blue sea — 
Pearly castles, pebbly cells, 
Coral rocks and crystal dells, 

" These, and sportive wonders free 
Ever haunt the deep blue sea. 
And sea-weed chaplets we entwine 
For each brow as fair as thine. 
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" From mom till eve mirth and glee 

Fxho gaily — merrily. 

Dull, indeed, must be thy lot 

In this lone and dreary cot 

"Join our pleasure-seeking band ; 
Toil not in a weary land. 
Come, sweet fairy, dwell with me — 
Many bright things thou shalt see." 

" Spirit, tempt me not, I say," 
Answered then the little fay. 
" True, my lot may humble be. 
But a course is mark'd for me. 

" Duty's call I must obey, 
P'rom its path I dare not stray. 
Pleasure may be fair and bright, 
But too fleeting is her light. 

" Seek, my friend, a nobler aim — 
Strive a glorious crown to claim ; 
Self-denial, thorny ways, 
Weary hours, and toiling days 
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" Sometimes come. Oh, let them be 
Lessons of great good to thee. 
List not oft to pleasure's voice ; 
Make earth's weary ones rejoice. 

" Check each thought of wrong or ifl, 
Peace will then each trouble stilL 
Come, bright spirit, dwell with me^ 
And learn how happy I can be." 





LIFE. 

(On hearing the expression, "Existence is a mere bagatelle. ") 

LIFE, indeed, is not a trifle 
To be played with as a. toy, 
But a school of preparation 
For a home of endless joy. 

Or it may be one of sorrow, 

Hope can never there be known, 

As we are divinely taught — 

We shall " reap as we have sown." 

Day by day may pass unheeded. 
Still each hour some warning brings, 

Every trial speaks a lesson — 
Make not jest of holy things. 

Is life, then, a worthless trifle 

To be spent without an aim ? 
Is there not a prize to strive for, 

And a glorious crown to claim ? 



Life. 

Idle words and heartless scorning 
Will not help, but lead astray ; 

Prayerful acts of self-denial 

Brightiy mark a Christian's way. 

Life, indeed, is not a trifle ; 

This world is a battle-plain 
Where each soul needs careful training 

Its eternal home to gain. 
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TO ONE OF OUR EPIPHYTES 

IVY ! clustering ivy 1 
Bright in thy evergreen robe, 
Lovingly, tenderly clinging 
In hamlet, forest, and grove ! 

On fine old churches we see thee 
Creeping o'er turret and tower, 

Covering fragments of ruins. 
Forming them into a bower. 

On castles stately and grand 
Again thy bright leaves we trace. 

Climbing and twining, oft untrained. 
In beauty and lasting grace. 

The brave old oak of the forest 

Has ever a welcome for thee. 
And hails thy loving caresses 

With a tenderness true and free. 



To One of our Epiphytes, 8 1 

Ivy ! bright " ground ivy !" 

With thy smaller leaves of green 

Covering rock and stonework, 

Thus marking where thou hast been. 

When nature bids bright flowers fade, 

Trees to be leafless and bare, 
Thy shining leaves, sweet ivy, 

In sunshine look fresh and fair. 

Ivy ! evergreen ivy ! 

Closely clinging to tower and tree. 
Speaking a lesson to all mankind 

Of love and its constancy. 

Ivy, brightest of evergreens ! 

Thy emblem is dear to me — 
Unchanging as thy bright green leaves 

May our friendship ever be ! 





PASS ON. 

A MYSTIC voice proclaims, " pass on " 
As days, and months, and years ; 
For earth is not a lasting home — 
Too oft a vale of tears. 

But sunny spots and happy hours 

Are scattered here and there, 
And ties of love and sympathy 

Make life all bright and fair. 

Yet everything is passing on, 

All things of time decay. 
The strongest, fairest, sweetest, best, 

Are made to pass away. 

But list again I a whispering voice 

Calls gently, " Follow Me ; 
I'll lead thee to a land of love 

And perfect harmony. 
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" Pass on, then, fear not, trust, believe, 

Though all things pass away, 
My word is faithful ; follow Me 

To realms of endless day. 

" There no voice will say * pass on,' 

Joys will not fleeting be. 
But lasting bliss awaits thee there 

If thou wilt follow Me ." 
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DISCONTENT. 

OH ! spirit of the eye unquiet, 
Darkened brow and murmuring tone. 
Come not near me, lest thy presence 
Peace, and hope, and love dethrone. 

Making life all sad and dreary. 
Thy dark power too often reigns. 

Binding all the bright things near thee 
In thy heavy gaUing chains. 

• 

Thro' thy influence storms look darker, 
Time seems like a starless night ; 

Clouds which might have " silver linings" 
Do not yield one ray of light. 

But whene'er this subtle spirit 

Claims an audience, e'en in thought, 

Count thy blessings, number mercies. 
Then its whisperings come to nought. 
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Look always on the sunny side, 

That sweet content may reign, 
To kindly smooth each rugged path, 

And soften care and pain. 

Thrice happy those who know the bliss 
Which sweet contentment brings, 

With heart unruffled by the storm, 
And " healing on its wings." 




WISTMAN'S WOOD. 



[Wistman, or Wiseman's Wood, according to "Risdon," is one of 
the most remarkable things on the Forest of Dartmoor. This weird 
grove occupies the side of a hill overlooking the Dart, extending about 
400 yards in length and 100 in breadth, and containing from i^oo to 500 
stunted oaks, averaging from 10 feet to 12 feet in height. The duninutive 
size of the trees, thexr gnarled trunks, moss-grown and hoary with age, 
their spreading tops and twisted branches, covered with ivy and other 
creeping plants, leave no doubt as to the great antiquity of the grove. 
One tradition states that it was planted by Isabella de Fortibus, 
Countess of Devon and Albemarle, in the thirteenth century ; but an old 
perambulation of the Moor speaks of its being in its present condition at 
the time of the Norman conquest. Indeed, it is probable that this very 
grove was once the favorite haunt of the Druids, whose wise men used to 
meet on Baird or Bard down, immediately opposite.] 



TRADITIONARY legends say 
A forest on Dartmoor stood ; 
That pixy elves and weird-like forms 
Held revels in Wistman's Wood. 

They danced at midnight merrily, 
Traced circles while Druids bold 

Worshipped, amid the granite tors, 
Their idols and gods of old. 

Poor victims, too, were sacrificed 

On many a rocky steep ; 
Wise men and Bards on " Baird Down ** met 

There a senate court to keep. 

But time wears on, and pixy days 

Live only in tale and song. 
The Druid homes are ruins now, 

Yet Wistman's oaks are strong. 
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Mis-shapen, stunted thoV they be, 
With lichen and moss overspread, 

They now recline, like veteran trees. 
On the moorland's rocky bed. 

In spring the lovely mountain-ash 

Blooms here in its desert home. 
While autumn days yield berries bright 

And the storm-clouds freely roam. 

They burst at times, are pitiless, 

And the river Dart swells high, 
The moor looks stony, cold, and wild, 

It echoes the chill wind's cry. 

And as these oaks die one by one, 

Their places must vacant be. 
For youthful scions ne'er are seen 

To succeed each dwarf old tree. 

• 

And thus in time the tors will reign 

Alone in majestic might. 
When Wistman's trees of long ago, 

Have passed from the moorland height. 



BRENTOR CHURCH. 

[Brent or Burnt Tor, one of the Dartmoor " tors " or hills, receives its 
name either from having been used as a beacon on which fires were lit to 
warn the storm-tossed mariner of his near approach to land, or from its 
being an extinct volcano. Its shape and the porous nature of the rock 
seem to corroborate the latter opinion. On its summit is a small church, 
37 feet long by 14 J^ feet wide, dedicated to St. Michael. A local tradi- 
tion gives as a reason for building a church in such an out-of-the- 
way place, that a sailor, whose vessel was nearly lost in a tremendous 
tempest, vowed to his patron saint that if he escaped a watery grave he 
would erect a church on the first spot visible, which happened to be tht 
top of Brentor.] 

''T^WAS night ! a vessel quietly sailed 

X On the blue ocean wide, 
When suddenly a gathering storm 

Rocked her from side to side. 



Loud peals of thunder burst anon, 
The lightning flash on high 

Filled every soul with solemn dread. 
And death seemed watching nigh. 

But He who rules the storm and tide, 

Thought well the crew to save ; 
He stilled the raging elements, 

calmed each troubled wave. 
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Yes ! slowly, greyly morning dawned, 

A mist o'erspread the sky, 
Until the royal king of day 

Was charioteered on high. 

Each heart then filled with gratitude ; 

The perils they had past 
Proved that a guiding Providence 

Could keep them to the last. 

" Land ! land in sight ! " the captain cried ; 

How ^weet the sailor phrase ! 
Then added he, " Upon that spot 

A holy church I'll raise ! 

" A monument of thankfulness 

And trust it e'er shall be, 
A beacon rock to weary souls 

Trav'ling by land or sea." 

The gallant ship at length was moored 

At Plymouth, anchor bound, 
The captain hastening to explore, 

The guiding rock he found. 
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Brentor its name, and from its height 
The distant views extend; 

While many other grand old tors 
Like satellites attend. 

Blest be St. Michael's sacred aisle 
And lowly house of prayer, 

If wand'rers from the paths of peace 
Have found some comfort there ! 




LINES ON- THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

^'T^WAS night, a mother was sleeping, 
JL Her Httle one nestled near by ; 

A messenger- voice then whispered — 

" Fond mother, thy sweet babe must die ; 

" For a call has sounded in heaven, 

Its echo is nearing thy home ; 
Death speeds on his way for thy child. 

And God, in His mercy, says, * Come ! 

" * Come, little one, to thy Maker, 
No sin shall thy pure spirit know; 

To free thee from care and 'sorrow 
I call thee away from below.' 

" Mother, fear not, a smile of glory 
Will beam as a light from above. 

With a sweet look of pure delight 
He will pass to a home of love. 

" Then weep not, but yield thy loved one. 

Ever strive to attain the joy 
Of the happy, holy meeting 

Thou may'st have with thy angel boy ! 
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" And mourn not hopelessly, mother ; 

Thy little one cherished and fair 
Was sent thee, a gift from heaven, 

And is only transplanted there. 

" Our Father will soothe thy sorrow — 

In mercy crosses are given, 
Think that the lessons they teach thee 

Are footsteps to lead thee to heaven." 

The dream is o'er, the trial past. 
And the infant of love and care 

Is gathered to the better land. 
And is reigning an angel there. 

The wings of time will bear away 
Life's treasures, its sorrow and pain. 

But to the soul experience gives 

The knowledge that peace we may gain. 

If 'mid the changing scenes of life 
We e'er feel that an end will come, 

We must, by prayer and patience, strive 
Every day to be " nearer home." 




WAYSIDE FLOWERS. 

BRIGHT flowers bloom on life's wayside, 
Yet many pass them by, 
Unmindful that each tender plant 
Needs care, or it will die. 

Love is one — a. floweret bright, 

Chaste, beautiful, and fair, 
Ever yielding magic power 

Which one and all may share. 

Take this bloom, from Eden strayed — 

Each leaf a charm yet bears. 
Which purifies all earthly ties, 

And sanctifies its cares. 

Joy, too, Uke a sparkling gem, 

Peeps forth in mirthful glee, 
Whispers, " Pluck me, know my worth, 

And thou shalt happy be." 

Moments bright must not be lost. 

As care dark clouds may fling, 
And hours of needful sorrow, 

Time oft bears on his wing. 
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In many a sequestered nook 

Content is often seen 
Blooming on quite peacefully, 

Though slighted it has been. 

Neglect not, friend, this sunny bloom. 
Gather its flowers with care, 

Rest, joy, peace, and happy calm 
Dwell 'neath each leaflet fair. 



Pass not by the wayside flowers. 

All fairylike and gay, 
But pluck each lovely blossom 

To cheer life's chequered way. 

Death must come to gather all — 
The pilgrim and the flowers — 

When each will be transplanted 
To a brighter land than ours. 

Angel hands will bear away 
The varied things of time — 

Oh ! may we, like the wayside flowers, 
Bloom in the better clime ! 



A SOLILOQUY ON A LATE TRL\L. 

OH ! Sister Scholastica, 
How could you pilfer so ? 
And cause your reverend Sisters 
Such tyranny to show ? 

For stealing, breaking odd things 
" Cats often bear the blanfe ;" 

Poor pussy of the Convent 
You very soon became. 

Stealing things — say strawberries, 
Sleeves, medal, dinners, pins ; 

You Sister Scholastica, 
Committed little sins. 

By trickery and falsehood, 

From rules you went astray, 
So shocked the Convent Mother 

That she took your ring away. 

Penances came all severe^ 

To turn your wayward will ; 
But, Sister Scholastica, 

You were not a good nun stilL 
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